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ADVERTISEMENT. 



X HE Reader is here presented Y/ith a Translation of 
the Poem of GarcUaso de la Vega, -vmtten on the death 
of Isabel de Freyre, the. wife of Don Antonio de Fonseca. 
It is to be found in the Pamaso Espanol, toI. II. in the 
Egloga in which Salicio and Nemoroso are introduced as 
the speakers. By the former, GarcilasO himself is repre- 
sented ; by the latter, the husband of Isabel. Those 
who are desirous of obtaining information oHicenung the 
life and writings of the SpjE^ish poet, are referred to the 
publication above mentioned. The foHbwipjg Poem was 
not selected as the most beau'^jm or.most ihtertsiiDg of his 
productions : the object ivhich chieB.y presented itself to 
the mind of the Trai)]S^]9^,.i^the yetjiian of this and 

many other piecM in the present work) was a desire to 
make himself, by such exercise, more intimately acquaints 
cd with the language of the originals. 

The contents of this volume are submitted to the Pub- 
lic as the result of the employment of hours c^ relaxation 
from other literary pursuits. Froip their general nature 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

they are not entitled to aspire, in the words of the Italian 
bordy to the ^ suon de' nuovi inusitati accenti." They 
cannot claim to the author the application of the anima- 
ted lines of Testi: 

" Tu nasoegti dalle Muse; aituoiyagiU 
' I suoi canti akemo Pindo e Permesso ; 
£ nuovi lauri al tuo natale istesso 
DeQ' onda Ij>pocrenea nacquer su i liti.** 

Cotnf' Liricif II. 17B. 

TPm. ColL ROBERT WALPQL?. 



^he '^es^ y^ ohsiecve tt^,|f Gs^rc^so has used the 
Ig^ £Mfqf th^ anagram of /«^f/ ; ^ a qui^n celeb^ra con 
d an^ttftaiuna d^ £li$a.*'-r/'F* ^' 
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ISABEL, ' 

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH 



or 



OttnUeito, (f; la Vega, 



« 



i 



Ahiy quoto dlmeneo fintto si ooglie^ 

Piangono anoor le giovanette spose 
£ tesModo aimil cruda sciagura 
Al talamo nuzial vaimo ritrose. 

FRUGONI. See note, p. r. 
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ISABEL. 



FROM THE SPANISH. 



'* lift n'e Beatrice in ahocidOy 
Nd reame ore gli Aiq^ haimopaoe.* 

DANTE. 



* Ye crystal floods, that lave 

With gently murmuiing wave 
These banks, where Spring its earliest sweets exhales; 

Ye lofty shades, that show 

Within the stream below 
iTour broad boughs bending to the whispering gales ; 
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^* << Corrientes agfoas pnras eristaDinASy" &c. 
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Ye verdant plains and groves. 
That Melancholy loves^ 

Where pours the bird of night her softest lays ; 
Ah scenes that ever dear 
To Memory still appear. 

For still they paint the joys of former days ! 



And here, when life first smil'd, 
Did Hope, sweet Fancy's child, 

Bid the blythe hours in circling rapture roll ; 
But thou, fell Grave, at last 
Hast torn with withering blast 

Each wreath that Joy had twin'd around my soul. 



that thy ruthless power 
Had in some future hour. 

Some later time, pronounc'd her fatal doom ! 
Perchance \dth age opprest 

1 then had sunk to rest. 
Then followed thee, Eliza, to thy tomb. 



IS 



And Is an fled, like dreams 
That fede before Mom*s beams ? 

In vain these eyes each grace, each charm require^ 
That once thy form around 
With youth and beauty crown'd, 

Awik^d pure lovei lad kladted young desire. 



No more thy lips disclose 
Sweets of the opening rose, 

No more thy dark locks float upon the wind ; 
And in the grave below 
Cold lies that breast of snow, 

Which Virtue chasten'd^ and which Taste refin'd. 



Ah, who would e*er have deem'd,t 
When late gay Fancy beam'd, 

And bade her pencil's brightest colours glow, 
That soon athwart the skies. 
The murky storm should rise, 

That soon the sable tide of grief should flow ? 



t ^* Qsoen me dizem, Elisa, vida misi^" to 
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And now that thou art laid 
Beneath yon cypress shade, 

O^er Nature's &ce what lowering glooms appear ;, 
Fa4e all the herhs and flowers ;* 
That deck'd these verdant bowers ; 

Fade all the honours of the purple year. 



As when the Sun has fled. 

Unto hit western bed| 
And shadowy phantoms through the night arise^, 

Afiright and Terror pale 

The siokijpg heart assail) ^ 

Till the glad dawn beam forth) and gild theorient skiea 



So since to Heaven upborne 
Thou'st left me here to mourU) 

One long drear night of woe my soul dismays ;- 
O that it soon may fly. 
And that blest day be nigh) 

In which on thee again I may securely gaze ! 



* <* £1* erb^ e i fior lasdar nude k piagge 
Ne piu di fronde il bosco si cosperse." 

PIETRO B£MBO. 
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And as mth plainti?e gtraina 
Lone Philomel complains^ 

And pours her sorrows on the Night's dull ear. 
When from the secret woodi 
Where slept the callow brood, 

Some ruthless swsdn has torn her offspring dear 



So to thy memory flow 
These tears of endless woe. 

And burning sighs my anguished bosom swel^ 
Since Death's relentless power 
Tore thee, in an evil hour. 

From this fond heart, where thou didst ever dwell. 



How oft I turn to view 

This lock of auburn hue, 
Once wont to shade and grace thy breast of snow I 

At sight of pledge so dear 

How startS'the trembling tear ! 
Yet does the trembling tear some sad relief bestow>. 

2 B 
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Hoir oft to Fancy's tft» 
Does that dread hour arise^ 

That &tal hour that saw thy yielding breath \ 
E'en still to Fancy flows 
Each sound of madd'ning throes^ 

And agoniaing pangs that sp^e impencHng death.*^ 



But diou these plaints to hear 

Didst bend no pitying ear, 
Stem Power ! nor prayers nor ^ghs could aught avaH t 

Dark fate stood lowering nigh>^ 

And every prayer and sigh 
Was bome unheeded on the idle gale. 



Say did the woodland plain 

Thy lingering steps detain ? 
Or ratiier didst thou wend thy distant way^ 

Thy face to turn aside, « 

The gushing tears to hide. 
Which moumM for her whom Death had claimed a tiime' 
less prey ? 



* The death of Isabel de Freyre was occasioned by cluld-birdl. 
The Poet in the next stanza addresses Diana, who> under the 
name of Ludna, presided over partuiitioiK 
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But thoU) blest Shade^ on higl^ 
Who in th'empyreal sky 

Dost tread the fields of endless joy and loTe^* 
O let thy prayers prevaily 
That from this body frail 

My spirit soon may soar to thee above !. 



There, in the realms of light, 

With purest ether bright. 
To sounds of bliss our raptur'd lyres shall wake ; 

While crown'd with blushing flowersp 

From never fading bowers, 
Through the third heaven our onward march we take.t 



* '^ £ CO i veatigi santi 

Calchi k steUe erranti.'' 

SANNAZZARa 

t **. Y en latercera mcdk 

Contigo mano a mano,** &c. 
Since translating the above, a passage has occurred from Ario9- 
to, where an allusion is made to this particular fiction concerning 
Ae tbirdbeaven : 

*' Fe I'alma casta al terzo cid ritomo, 

£ in braccio al suo Zerbin si ricondusse." 

ORLANDO FURIOSO, Canto xaXf 30. 



MISCELLANEOUS TRANSLATIONS. 
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Mentre ch* Amor con dKkttoso inganno 
Nudria 11 mio cor nelle speranze primes 
Lamente, con pietoae e dold rime, 
Mo0trar cercava al mondo il nostro affanno. 

SANNAZZARO« Com. Lirici IIL IBt. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



/ 



" lo gli ocdii a te rivoHoy 
£ nel tuo vezzosetto e lieto viso 
Dokemente m' affiso/' 
y T ASSO, Comp. Lirid, t lYZ 

And dost thou ask why still so frequent flow 

These sighs for thee, for thee whom Nature blest 
With every charm ? Does not the mountain snow 

With the fair lily heave upon thy breast ? 
Does not the rose shed o'er thy cheeks and lips 

Its hues ? and has not Ocean placed his pearls 
Within those lips ? Does not thy breath inhale 

Fragrance from every herb and flower that sips 
The morning dew ?— «Upon the passing gale 

Wanton the tresses of thy golden curls. 
Dipt in the Sun's first rays ; while from thine eyes 

The Star of Eve its chasten'd lustre throws^— 
For these thy charms I sigh ;— but more I prize 
The heart that, true to Love, with Love's fond raptures 
glows. 
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FROM THE GERMAN. 



GESNER. 



* Hail, Morning, to thy ri^g beam, 
That gilds with light the mountain's brow, 

And shines and glitters in the stream 
That winds alongthe Yale below ! 



Joy, and health, afkd glad delight 

Await thy steps, thy march pursue ;-^ 

The Zephyr ^ow that slept the night 
In flowers that weep beneath the dew^ 



His plumes with new-bom vigor tries. 
And lifts him from his balmy bed ;— • 

Ajiddreamsj that round the wearied eyes 
Of mortals hover'd, now are fled. 



* See the Poem entitled " Morgenlied/' in Gesner*8 S€hriften> 
V<Qi IL p. 169. WiUkommen^ frulier Morgenglanz." 
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Haste, ye Gales, and through the idr 
Waft the sweets from every flower. 

And wave your wings around my Fidr> 
Who slumbers in yon rosy bower ; 



Pant o'er her lip and cheek's bright hues, 
And heave upon her heaving breast, 

And when ye've chas'd Sleep's balmy dewsj 
And gently burst the bonds of rest, 



Oh whisper to her listening ear, 

That ere bright Morn had deck'd the sky, 
These streams beheld me shed the tear, 

And heard me pour for her the sigh ! 



u 



FROM THE SPANISH* 

6a:^cilasq pe. la yega. 

*' Etas, et corpus tenenim et morigeratio^ . 
Hxc sunt venena formosarum muUerum/' 

AFRANIUS. 

Now the chaste lily, blended with the rose,* 

O'er thy warm cheek its softening lusti:e sheds ; 
And now each tress in golden ringlets flows 

Down thy fair neck, and o'er thy bosom spreads : 
Now heaves that bosom in luxuriance high ; 
Now beam the thrilling glances from thine eye* 
O heed the momfsnt! pluck the flower of love 
' £r9 It soon £ade and wither in the blast! 
Mark through the glass of Time the swifit sands move^ 
^y And age o'er all its darkening Mantle cast. 

And when that eye is dimm'd, and wintry snow 

Whitens those clustering locks^— «ih ! then no mor^ 
Will Youths to thee their sighs of passion pour. 
Ifor e'er a second Spring thy &ded beauty know. 



fo 



^ " £n tanto que de 1n>sa y de azusena." 
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FROM THE ITALIAN. 



ARIOSTO. 



/, 



Still let them deem, who Will, that Time's cold hand* 
Must break those ties which round the youthful breast 

Fcmd Love had twin*d in matiy ^tender band, 
When Life firet dawn'd in Hdpe*^ bright colours dfest 

For me, I care not whether Age SeVei*e 

i 
( 

Bid o*er my brows the silvery tresses flow ; 
r^ Still with Love's thrilling notes my lyre shall gl<W, 

4 

Sdll hymn the lays to love and Laura dear.^— - 
So may each minute of Life's evening hdUr 
Glide on with silent foot : and when no mdtt 
My soul can taste the joys it knew before— 
When all the vision'd day-dreams of deMght, 
Which Fancy erst had wove, haVe Wing'd th'eh* fligh% 
V I^ bow my willing head to Fate's alxnighty poWet, 



* ** Penn^ chi tuoI, ch*d tempo i lacci sdogHa." 

ARIOSTOi Ekn k^ 
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^ And oft it falls (ah me, the more to rue !} 
That goodly beauty, albe' heavenly boni, 
Ib foul abused, and that o^le«titfl hu^ 
Which doth the world with her deUght adora. 
Made but the bait of am." 

SPENSER'S Itymn to BtatOy, 

Turn, Lady !— heed no more those sighs that flow 
To wind in soft seduction round thy breast ; 

Hush the wild throbs that bid thy bosom glow : 
Hush them !— or farewel innocence and rest. 

/ 

M 

The spotless Maid is like the Rose that bloomsf 
Untouched, imsullied in its native bed ; 
The pearly dews of mom, the soft perfumes 

Of western gales their balmy influence shed ; 
While with delight each youth and damsel views 
The opening flower to heaven expand its hues. 
But oh ! once cull'd, no breeze around it plays, 

No youths, no damsels gaze with wistful eyes ; 
Low droops its head, its blushing pride decays, 

|i*ades the bright bloom, and all its fragrance dies^ 



.^ 



t See the beautiful Unes in the Carmen Nuptiak of CatulluSy 

and in Ariosto^ lib. i. 
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FROM THE SPANISH. 



FRANCISCO DE FIGUEROA. 



Still through the day's slow lingering hoursf 

With unavailing angmsh flow 
These burning ^ghs, these endless showers, 

That speak my tortur'd bosom's woe. 



And when the pearly car of Eve 
In silver radiance rides on high, 

Still does my breast with sorrow heave, 
Still starts the tear-drop in mine eye. 



Or should I lay me down at night, 
To woo the balmy power of sleep ; 

Thy vision swims before my sight, 
And e'en in dreams for thee I weep. 



t Passo en fiero dolor llorando d dia." 

c 3 
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And when the golden mom appears^ 
And blushes in th' ethend plain. 

It finds my eyes still bath'd in tears, 
StiU weeping for thy cold £sdain. 
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FROM THE SICILIAN^ 



MELI. 



Ts shadowy forms !-— Night's ofTspring !— ye that wreathe 
Your darkening horrors round these forests deepy 
And in these caves your silent dwelling keep; 
O that I here amid your glooms, might breathe 
Th' expiring sigh !— ^and when the guilty maid 
Shall wander where my lowly tomb is laid, 
O say that here " life's fitful fever o'er,'* 
He, whom her scorn hath kiU'd, now finds repose^-* 

Haply across, her cheek some tear may steal ; 
Yet deem not that the tear from Pity flows ; 
For Pity sure that breast can never feel : 
Her eyes will weep, because there lives no more 
One who for her with hopeless flames will bum, 
And mourn with fruitless sighs, and love without retumu 



The Reader will not fail to observe the resemblance betwecft 
put of the Soonetof Meli, and of the fourteentli canzone of 
Petrarch. 



32 



FROM THE GREEK. 



O WOULD that I were some soft gale 
Which fans with perfum'd wing the air. 
That from thy lips I might inhale 
Each balmy sweet that lingers there^ 
And drink thy fragrant sighs I 



And would that I were yon red rose, 
In vernal pride and radiance drest^ 
That cull*d by thee, my lively glows 
Might grace awhile, my fair, thy breast) 
And veil its snowy charms I. 



«• 



This and the following Translations and Imitations are from tlie- 
Greek Anthologia, and have already appeared in print Some of 
the originals were selected to be placed here ; but it was my wish 
to have inserted all of them, had I not been prevented by want of 
time from examining again that numerous collection. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 






Dear is the blush of vernal mom 
To him who ploughs the watery deep^ 

And, o'er the darkling surges bor«»> 
Marks the storm's infuriate sweep : — 



Dear is the limpid stream to him 
Who journeys on liis tculsome way> 

And feels each slacken'd nerve and limb 
Faint beneath the solar ray :— 



But dearer fer, when thy blest power, 
Love, two souls in bliss has bound ; 

Gladly flows each festive hour 

Witli rapture new for ever crown'd. 
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FROM THE GREEK, 



Again upon the i;7ings of night 
It stole my slumb'ring senses o'er ; 
That dream that brought my soul's deligh^ 
Whom oft I clasp'd in sleep before* 
*ret no soft dream, I swear, like thiS| 
So bath'd my soul in perfect bliss ; 
For, oh ! such lovely hues bestowing 
Fancy ne'er in colours glowing 
Drew thee, my fair, in all thy charms 
Imparadis'd in these fond arms i"^ 
" Stay thy fiery steeds, oh stay," 
I criedy ** thou envious God of day I'* 
Vain the prayer : and with the night 
Fled each vision of delight. 
Yet oft I thank thee, God of love, 
That e'en in dreams such bliss I prove ; 
That thus I feel my gladden'd soul 
Bum with desire that mocks controuli 
Whene'er in sleep my fancy warm 
Pictures, my fair, thy radiant form, 
And glowing through each thrilling vein 
Fires my love*bewiIder*d brain* 



BS 



FROM THE SPANISH, 



LOPE DE YEOA. 



Still must I feel my soul distrest^ 
Still rack'd with jealous fear ;— - 
Though sleep death*s image be OMifest) 
Yet dreams^ Pm sure^ have oft exprest 
The things that^on life's stage appear. 

I thought I saw thee yield thy charms^ 

When last I sunk to resty 
To some blest rivars happier arms, 
And saw thee glow with love's alarms, 
While maddening passion fir'd my breasts 

Too like, alas ! to dreams I find 

The joy and bliss I know ; 
Yet dreams themselves ne'er leave behind 
Or joy or bliss to cheer my mind, 
Or bid my heart its griefs orego^ 



Imitated from the first part of the veraes in the Arcadia of Lope 
de Vega> wliich begin * * O burlas de Amor ingrato." 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



Okce I know, in maddenjuig hour 
I own'd your beauty's magic power. 
And prais'd those eyes of liquid blue. 
Those lips which sham'd the morning's hue, 
The golden locks whose wavy flow 
Shaded those rising hills of snow. 
You each ardent wish repress'd ; 

You continued still reproving : 

Still I wooed and still was loving, 
Sdll to you the sigh address'd. 

Now, alas ! what changes rise ! 

Mark, each grace, each beauty flies, 

Time, your cruel foe, at last 

Grants me vengeance for the past ; • 

Youth no more that eye illumes; 

Age has brought its joyless glooms. 

Cease ! those lures to spread forbear ! 

Vain that studied dress and care. 

Others tempt ; I'm not of those 

Who seek the thorn, and leave the rose 



I 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



• I 



K 



I Yes, sdn for thee my heart will beat, 
Still throb with love's alarms : 
Still glows my pasuon's earliest heat 
For thee and all thy charms. 

What though some years have now flown by 

Since first I sighM for thee, 
1 still for thee will heave the sigh, 

And swear none loves like me. 

Years have not dared that eye to dim 
Which beams its wonted fires ; 

Each shape, each feature, and each limb 
Its wonted grace respires. 

The roses on thy lips are still, 

And still with nectar-dew 
Thy kisses fraught my bosom thriU, 

And each fond wish renew. 
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If now, thy life'sineri^^xi goney 

SucS 1)eaut7 13u be lUnet 
O guess, when its first morning shone 

Wliat joy and love were mine 1 



L^. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 




V 



O BIB those golden tresses flow 
Unbraided down thy neck of snow^ 
Nor dare to mar the lovely glow 
Thy vermeil cheeks adonung. 

What need of art ? Those eyes of Mue} 
Those lips like rosea bath'd in deW| 
And all the host of charms I view^ 
Small aid ficom Ait require. 



And mark the flowers in yonder vale^ 
That fling their fragrance to the gale» 
And each perfume and scent exhale> 
Woo|ng the gentle Zephyr^ 



(< 



How lovelier &r those hues so bright 
That deck thy form in beauty's lights 
That form which haunts from dawn to night 
My mind in Fancy's viuons ! 
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Thy gii^e^ Queen of soft desire, 
Sa7-«-K:ould it wake such pleasing fire $ 
Such joy, such hope, and love inspire^ 
As thrill this beating bosom ? 

Ah no I — thy power were nought to this i 
That lip which prompts the glowing kis% 
That voice which whispers future blisS) 
Outvie thy girdle's magic. 

F«r these, my blood runs mantlmg highy 
And quic'kning spirits glad mine eye ; 
For these oft bursts th' unbidden sigh. 
Oft glows the thought enamour'd. 

Tet no despondent murmurs^rise) 

While hope in those love-beaming eyes, 

Couch'd in soft slumber, smiling lies* 
r 

Each anxious moment cheering* 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



O SAT9 i^hat mean those frequent sighs ? 
Why heaves, my fair, thy soirowing breast ?• 
Why on each lovely feature rest 
Dark clouds of grief, and dim those eyes 
With showers of sorrow streaming I 



O tell me all !— To soothe thy mind> 
Friendship its aid shall soon impart, 
Bid joy agsdn illume thy heart, 
With balmy hands thy wounds shaU bind>. 
Each dimpled smile recalling. 



Say, do I ken aright ?— The youth 
Who oft, caressing and caress'd, 
Upon thy lips the kiss impressed, 
And swore the'Tows of love and truthi 
The ^gh impassion'd heaving* 



." t 
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Say* hast thou seen his cirding arms, 
While rapture bade his bosom glow. 
And joy's high current maddening flow, 
Clasp to his heart some fair one's charms. 
Thy long-lov'd form unheeding? 



No answer ?— -<Yet too well I guess 
Thy grief ; and well thy eyes reveal 
And ten, what thou wouldst fain conceal, 
Wha^ jealous pangs thy heart oppress^ 
Each tortur'd sense inflaming. 



- V 
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FROM THE GREEK, 



Still I mark those scornful eyes ; 
Each fond wish you will reprove ; 
Yet that throbbing breast, those sighs> 
Tears and looks too well reveal 

What you feel, 
Though you still deny you love. 



Hear, O God of young desires ! 
Your dread shafts oh bid her prove t 
Bid her glow with all your fires, 
Till her lips this truth revealf— 

« Now I feel, 
Now I know what *tis to love !'*^ 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



ON A PICTVEB or SAPVHQ^ 

Yes, sure 'twas Nature^s self who drew 
That mieii) those features which I view^ 

Who thus pourtrayedthe Lesbian's form I 
I mark her eyes^ that seem to rove 
Full-fraught with fancy and with love^ 

And sparkling glow^ with passion warm >^ 



I mark around her shape and air 
What graces play and hover there 

How well the pencil's power has traced 
The genius of the heaven4K>ni Muse^ 
And all the charms and roseate hues 

That e'er the Queen of beauty graced 1 



- * 
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^ Mutat tU bnga pueQas " 

PROFBETIUS. 

Yes, while I linger fkr away, 
Remembrance ofl shall soothe my mind, 
And paint with glowing hues the day 
When first I saw thee &ir and kind. 

m 

How oft 1*11 think upon that hour, 
When first thy looks and eyes confest 
Each secret wish, and own'd Love's powet 
Had fann'd the flame within thy breast 1 

Yet, once befi>re we part, once more 
From thy ripe lips one kiss bestow, 
And bid me feel, as ofl before. 
My heart Mdth kindling rapture glow. 

And O forgive the jealous fear, 
While far away from thee I rove, 
And anxious pour the bitter tear. 
And think on all our former love ; 
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Jjtt no fond youth with uren strain 
Entice and lure thy heart from me } 
And nought) I swear^ shall break the chain 
Which binds my willing soul to thee I 



Th«i give again thatkiss, my fairy 
Affection's surest tenderest seal) 
And I will chase each ridng care^ 
And hush each jealous doubt I fed* 






i 
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FROM THE ITALIAN. 



MARINO. 



As, Venus, late you miss'd your boy. 
And anxious sought where he had stray'd, 

•* One kiss,'* you cried, " I'll give with joy 
To him who knows where Cupid's laid.** 



Give me the kiss ;-— for see he lies 
In the dark heaven of Rosa's eyes ; 

Or bid my Rosa's lips bestow 
The kiss, and yours I will forego* 



/* 
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TBX ZEPHYR. 

Fravobt vith the nectarM sweets of early spring, 

Mark where the Zephyr speeds his destin'd way. 
And seekS) uphome aloft on balmy wing, 

Each flower that glitters in the inoming's ray. 
Onward he hastes and views, with glad delight, 

Where, gemm'd with dew, the blushing roses bloom ; 
There lingering, checks awhile his eager flight. 

And sighing he inhales the soft perfume. 
Still as he fiiei^ the fragrance which he sips 

He breathes around, and scatters through the air ; 
if^^ill fixM at length, he fests on Julians lips. 

And, mingling with each tender accent there, 
Sighs with the sigh which from her bosom flows, 
And scents with balmy dew the kisses she bestows* 



J 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



OALLUS. 



Ltdia, thou lovely maid) whose white 
The milk and lily does outvie. 
The imle and blushing rose's light, 
Or polish'd Indian ivory ; 



Dishevel, sweet, thy yellow hair. 
Whose ray does bunush'd gold disprise ; 
Expose thy neck so brightly &ir. 
That doth from snowy shouidiers rise. 



Virgin unveil those starry eyes. 
Whose sable brows like arches spread : 
Unveil those cheeks, where the rose lies 
Streak'd with the Tyrian purple's red. 



*.. 



/■ 



From a collection of poems by Charles Cotton, printed in 

1689. 
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Liend me those lips with coral Un'd, 
And kisses mild of doves impart: 
Thou ravishest away my mind ; 
Those gentle kisses steal my heart. 



Why sucVst thou from my panting breast 
The youthful vigour of my blood ?— 
Hide those twin^applesy ripe, if prest, 
To spring into a milky flood. 



From thy expanded bosom breathe 
Perfumes Arabia doth not know ; 
Thy every part doth k>ve bequeadi ; 
From thee all excellencies flow. 



Thy bosttn^a kitting white then shade i 
Hide that temptation from mine eye : 
Thou seest I languiahy crud maid ; 
Wilt thou then go^ and let me die ? 
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FROM THE SPAKISii 



■ ■ ■ ■ ■ I i . 



KoDEiGO, from the world aparti 

Retired where Ta^^ flowsy 
CIasq[>'d the fair Caba doaely to bis heart, 
Whenlo ! the Spirit of the Stream arosej 
And poured the prophet song of Spain's impending woes. 



In evil hoar, tyrannic king. 

Thou dalliest here! heciied; 
Evennowl hear the shouts of battle ring I 
Vengeance even now stalks on with frantic stride^ 
And from his gwit ana ht scatters min 



Ah me! whatai^^sh! what dismay ! 

Rise tyrant from thy hist ! 
And cursed Caba be thy natal day, 
Whose vidated charms proToke the All-jnst 
To tread the Gothic powers and Gothic cnmn in dust. 



See South^'s Travds in Spun and Portugal, p. USS. 
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Ah me ! thou claspest mthine arms 

Dread danger and disgrace : 
What shrieks, what ills, what horrors, what alarmsi 
Proud King ! thou foldest in thy hot embrace. 
War, Desolation, Death, the ruin of thy race. 



Woe to the sons of Leon ! woe 

To fisdr Casdlia's plain I 
And where the pleasant waves of £bro flow, 
The conquering infidel shall fix his reign, 
And Lusitania yields. Woe, woe to wretched 



The vengeful Count, in evil hour. 

The impious aid shall call : 
SwKt o'er the ocean swarms the swarthy power, 
Vmn the strong bulwark, vwn the massy wall, ' 
The bidwark soon shall shake^ the fortress soon shall fall. 



Hark f hark ! even now on Afric's coast 

, Ihe.rthetrumpefsW.ir! , 

From every quarter rush the robber host. 
They rush the battle and the prey to share, 

And high their banners wave, and bright their crescents 
glare. 
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The Arab) eager for the fight) 

Leaves his waste sands behind ; 
Swift b lus steed, and swift his arrow's flight ; 
The burning thirst of battle fires his mindi 
He lifts his quivering lance ; he wounds the passing wind. 



Their Warrior myriads hide the ground, 

And now they spread the sail : 
Hark to the multitude's impatient sound I 
And now their louder shouts mine ear assail, 
For now they mount the bark, and catch the favouring 

gale. 



On moves the death-denouncing loadi 

The dark deep foams bek>w ; 
And swift they sweep along th^ wat'cy roadi 
And with strong arm the sinewy, captives row, - 
And fsdrly bbws the wind, ah me I the wind of woe i 



Still onward moves the hostile host;; 

Still blows the breeze aright ; 

Now nses on their view the distant coast : 

The mountain rocks now br^hten to the sight, 

And nearer^now they view Calpe's majestic height 

e2 
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Still wilt thou clasp heriii tfahte amis ? 

Rise, nsty Rodrigo rise ! 
The affrighted share now echoes with alarms, 

^ 

They reach the port, hark to their eager cries ! 
Triam|ihant there aloft the impoos haxmer flies. 



They pass the xnountsoB^s craggy bound, 

They rush upon the plain ; 
Far o'er the realm their swift steeds scour around* 
Rise, rise Rodrigo, yet thy right retain, 
ftodrigo, rise ! revenge thy desolated Spain 1 



Ah me ! ahme ! whattotls, what woe% 

What ills are still in afwt ! 
Wide o*er the ooivitry sweep the farious foes, 
Vain tha atrong horae, and vain the warrior's psnirer, 
For iMTse and warrior M betttaHi the victor Moor. 



Woe Tyrant, to Iberia woe ! 

Her best blood gluts the pfadn ! 
Then, Betis, Uaek with hkxd thy wttve^ AOl flow, 
AnddeggM irith many a Moor and Christian sfaon. 
Thy taints tide shaU roll pollution to the main. 
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And new at Death's triumphant feast, 

The bowl of blood shall flow ! 
Five fights shall rage ere yet the war has ceas'd, 
Then, then, Rodrigo, shall thy head lie low, 
Woe Tyrant! woe to thee ! to pool^Iberia woe ! 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



No : I swear tiiat I never have yet been inclin'd 
To sigh for, adore, or to love one alone ; 

I have spum'd at the chauis that would fetter my mind 
And have equally lov'd every fedr that I've known. 

To-day I have sigh'd for the maiddh whose breast 
Has just learnt to throb with love's pleasing pain ; 

On the morrow (Some grave sober prude I've caress'd^ 
Whose chatnui were already advanc'd in the wane. 

« 
Sometimes I have woo'd one with eyes of soft blue, 

And whos^ tresses of gold o'er her neck lightly 

flow'd ; 

Sometimes, one whose locks were of black raven hue, 

And whose dark shaded eyes with blight lustre have 

glow'd. 

How oft I've sought those who have borrowed firom art 
The charms with which nature so many has blest ! 

Butoft'ner to those have I offer*d my heart 

Who can please when in Nature's simplicity drest. 
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Both the high and the I0W9 aad the brown and the hitf 
I have sigh'd for and courted with equal desire ; 

Unfettered I Ve roam*d, and as free as the air, 

And have had all that wishes and heart can ix^^^* 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



OVID. 



Ab me ! vby am I so uneasjr grown ? 
Ah why 80 restless on my bed of down ? 
Why do I wish to sleep, but wish in vain? 
Why am I aH the tedious night in pain ? 
Wliat came u this that ease, that rest denies ? 
And why my words break forth in gentle sighs ? 
Sure I should know if love hadfixt his dart ; 
Or creeps he softly in with treacherous art» 
And then grows tyrant there and wounds the heart 

lis 80 : the shaft sticks deep and galls my breast » 
Tis tyrant Love that rolto my thoughts of rest. 
Wen, shall I tamely yield, or must I fight ? , 
ru yield &— *tb patience makes & burthen light ^ 
A shaken torch grows fierce, and sparks arise ; 
But if unmoy'd, the fire looks pale and dies. 
The hard-mouth'd horse smarts for his fierce disdain ; 
The gentle's ridden with a smoother rein; 



Froni a collection of Miscellaneous Poems, by Creech, printed in 

1664. 
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Love smooths the gentle, but the fierce reclaims ; 
He fires their breasts, and fiDs their souls idth flames. 

I yield, great Love ; my former crimes fi>r^ve, 
Forget my rebel thoughts, and let me live ; 
No need of force ; I willingly obey ; 
And now unarm'd shall prove no glorious prey. 
Go take thy mother's doves, thy myrtle crown, 
And for thy chariot Mars shall lend his own : 
There thou shalt sit in thy triumphant pride ; 
And whilst glad shouts resound on every side, 
Thy gentle hands thy mother's doves shall guide. 
And there, to make thy glorious pomp and atatCi 
A tndn of sighing youths and maids shall wait, 
Tet none complain of an unhappy fiite. 
There, newly conquer'd, I, still fi^sh my wound. 
Will march along, my hands with myrtle bound ; 
There Modesty with veH thrown o'er her face, 
Now doubly blushing fit her own disgrace ; 
There sober thoughts, and whatsoe'er disdains 
Love's rule, shall feel his pow'r and bear his chains i 
There all shall fear, all bow, yet all rejoice i 
" lo triumphe," be the public voice. 
Thy constant guards, soft Fancy, Hope, and Fear, 
Aliger and soft caresses shall be diere. 
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By these strong' guards are men and Gods d'erthravri 
These conquer forthee. Love, and these alone. 
Thy mother from the sky thy pomp shall grace, 

* 

And scatter sweetest roses in thy face. 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



mm^mmm^ 



HORATIUS. 



CoN^rx&'o with soft and pleasing charms, 
And neyer-fidling vows of her return, 
1^/lnter unlocks his frosty arms 
To free the joyful spring ; 
Which fer fresh loves with youthful heat does bum ; 
Warm south-winds court her, and with fruitful show'rs 
Awake the drowsy flowers, 
Who haste and aU their sweetness bring 
To pay their yearly offering. 



No nip}»ng white is se«n ; 

But all the fields are clad in present green^ 
And only fragrant dews new hM ; 
Tlie ox fenakes his once warm stall 
To badl in the sun's much warmer beams ; 

The pfowman leaves his fire and his sleepi 

Wdl pleas'd to whistle to hb laboring teams ; 

Whilst the glad ahephod ppes to*s friskmg sheep. 



t 
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Nayt templed by the simfiiig Ajt 

Wreck't merchants quit the shoie^ 
Reaolviiig once again to tiy 
The viod and sea's ahni^ty pow^r. 

Since all the world's thus gay and freey 

'Why should not we ? 
Iie^s then accept our mother Nature's treaty 
And please ourselves with all that's sweet ; 
Let's to the shady bow'rs, 
Where crown'd with gaudy flow'rs 
Well drink and laugh away the gttding hours : 
For, trust me, Thyrsis, the grim conqueror Death 
With the same freedom snatches a king's breath. 
He huddles the poor fetter'd slave 
To's unknown grave. « 

Though we each day with cost repair, 
He mocks our greatest skill and utmost care ; 
Nor loves the fidr, nor fears the strtmg ; 
And he that lives but longest dies but young : 
And once depriv'd of light 
We're wrapt in mists of endless night 

Once cotaie to those dark cdb of which we're told " 
So many strange romandc tales (tf old, 
(In things unknown invention's justly bold ;) 



^ 



No more shall mirth and vine 
Our loves and wits refine. 
No more shaU you your PhilUs harej 
Phillis 80 long you've priss'd ; 
Nay, she too in the graved 
Shall He like us dtspis'd. 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



OVI9. 



P»K met theI^ who have truly spent my Uoo^ 
Lore, in thy service} and ao boldly stood 
IirCefia'ft trenchet) itcer^t not idaely doD^ 
E'en tovedre and live in peace at home ? 
No. Might 1 gain a godheady to disclaim 
M7 glorious title to my endless flame> 
Divimty ivith scorn I would forswear. 
Such sweet dear tempting devDs women are f 
Whene'er those flames grow faints I quickly find 
A fierce black storm poiu* down upon my mind ; 
Headlong Fm hurl'd^ like horsemen who in vain 
Thdr fury-flaming coursers would restrain^ 
As ships just when the harbour they attain 
Are snatch'd by sudden blasts to sea again ; 
So love's £uitastic storms reduce my heart 
Half rescued ; and the God resumes his dart 
Strike here, this undefended bosom wound. 
And for so brave a conquest be renown'd. 



By tlve Earl of Rochester. 



65 



Shafts fl)r so last to me from every part, 

Tou*ll scarce discern the quiver from my heart. 

What wretch can bear a live-long night's dull res^ 

Or think himself in lazy slumbers blest ? 

F00I9 is not sleep the image ct pale death ? 

There's time for rest when &te has stopped your breath. 

Me may>^y soft deluding dear deceive ! 

Fm happy in my hopes while I believe ; 

Now let her flatter,, then as fondly chide, 

Often may I enjoy, oft be denied ! 

IVitli doubtftil steps the God of war does move^ 

By thy example in ambiguous love. 

Blown to and fix>, like down ftx>m thy own wing, 

Who knows when joy or anguish thou wilt bring ? 

Yet, at thy mother's and thy slave's request, 

FiK an etemal empire in my. breast ; 

And let th' inconstant charming sex, 

Whose wilftil scorn does lovers vex, 

Submit their hearts before thy throne. ; , 

The vassal world is then thy own.. 



rS 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



OVID. 

■ n il ■! 



Vxx not thyself and her, vain man, tanct all 

By their own vke or virtue stand or fall. 

She's tndy chaste, and worthy of that namei 

Who hates the ill as well as fears the shame ; 

And that vile woman whom restraint keeps in, 

Thoi^h she forbear the act, has done the sin. 

Spies, locks, and bolts, may keep her bniCal part^ 

But thou 'rt an odious cuckold in her heart. 

They that hare freedom, use it least ; and so 

The power of ill does the design o'erthrow. 

Provoke not vice by a too harsh restraint f 

Sick men long most to drink, who know they maynl. 

Hie ficTf courser, whom no art can stay, 

Or n^;ged force, does oft &ir means obey s 

And he that did the rudest arm disdain 

Submits with quiet to the looser rdn. 

An hundred eyes had Argus; yetthewhile 

One silly maid did all those eyes beguile. 



By Sir Clunkt Sedky. 
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Danaey thoagh shut widun a brazen tower, 
Feh the male virtue of the gt^den shower. 
But chaste Peoebpet left to her own will 
And free&posaly never thought of ill ; 
She to her absent lord preservM her truth. 
For all th* ad d res s es (tf the smoother youth.. 
What's rarely seen our fimqr magnifies ; 
Permitted jdeasupe who does not despise I 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



MARTIAL. 



L1BBK9 of all thy Mends thou sweetest carcy 
Thoa worthy in eternal flow'r to fiure. 
If thou be'st wise, ¥ith Tynan oyle let shine 
Thy lockS) and rosie garlands crown thy head ; 
Dark thy dear glass with old Falemian wine, 
And heat with softest love thy softer bed. 
He that but living half his days dies suchy 

lis life longer than 'twas given him mudii 



Thia U one of the few translalioiu^ from ths Latin GlSBrfcs 
vfbkitk Ben Jonson has left behind him. 



69 



FROM THE LATIN. 



OVID. 



Akd to inform posterity who's there, 
Thb sad inscription let my marUe wear t 
Here fiesthe soft-soulM lecturer of love^ 
Whose envied wit did his own ruin prove. 
But thou, whoe'er thoo be'st, that pasung by 
Laid'stto this sudden stone an hasty eye^ 
If e'er thou knew'st of love the sweet disease^ 
Grudge not to say, May Ovid rest in peace ! 
This for my tomb ; but in my books they'll see 
More strong and lasting monuments of me. 
Which I believe (though fatal) will afford 
An endless name unto their ruin'd lord. 

And now thus gone, it rests for love of me 
Thou shew'st some sorrow to my memory ; 
Thy funeral offerings to my ashes bear. 
With wreaths of cypress bath'd in many a tear ; 
Though nothing there but dust of me remain. 
Yet shall that dust perceive thy juous pain. 



By Vaughanin 1651. 
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But I have done : and my di^d, sickly head^ 
Though I would fisdn write more, desires tiie bed- 
Take then this ^ord, (perhaps my last to telly) 
Which though I want^ I wish it thee, Farewel ! 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



AVI.U8 SABIirUS. 



But what avails ? the sea has all engrost ! 
My shipS) my arms, and my companioQs lost! 
Though all things else &te's cruelties remove. 
They have no power to shake my constant love. 
That sdll endures, and triumphs over all ; 
Nor can by Scylla or Charybdis fidl. 
To aher that the charming Syrens faiKi 
Nor can the fell Andphates prevail. 
Nottouch'd hy Circe's arts, from her I fled ; 
Nay shunn'd the proffer of a Goddess' bed. 
Each promised, so she might become my wife, 
To give me deathless joys and endless life. 
Both I reject ; and, having thee in view. 
My dangerous travels cheariully renew. 
Let not these female names beget new fears, 
Alarm thy breast, nor drown thine eyes in tears ; 
What Circe, what Calypso could effect ; 
Secure dTme, all chilling doubts neglect. 



The above extract is takoi fix>m the epistle of Vlyum fa 

Penelope 
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That you my open soul may naked Tiew, 

I will confess that I have feared for you. 

When I was told how numerous a resort 

Of eager rivals crowded in your courts 

All pale I grew ; life left my outward part. 

Scarce the retiring blood preserved my heart. 

BesiegM by pressing youthful lovers round. 

Their bowls with wm^ their heads with roses crown'd ; 

My growing doubts to wild disorders haste ;' 

Ah) can I think she still is mine and chaste ! 

If me she wept, her charms would not be such ; 

Cduld she thus conquer if she sorrowed much f 

Yet quickly love returns, when I perceive 

How well your chaste, your pious arts deceive 

Your hasty suitors, and procure delay, 

By night undoing what you weave byday. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 



TO THE SECOND ENGUSH EDITION. 



x\l FEMALE relation of the author's haying seen a 
manuscript version of the story of Cttfdd andPsyche^ from 
the Golden Asa of Jjfiuleius^ mentioned it to him as a suh« 
ject peculiarly susceptible of poetical embellishment^ and 
recommended him to attempt it. He at one time thought 
of giving an analysis of the fable, but, finding that each 
commentator explained almost every subordinate cir- 
cumstance in a different manner, he resolved to decline 
the task. It may, however, be proper to remark, that in 
the main point they all agree ; and when we consider 
that Apuleiua was a Platonist and a Mystic, and that he is 
perpetually recurring to the rites and cabbala of the ma- 
ny religious fraternities into which he had been initiated 
we can scarcely doubt that, by the adventures and mar- 
rii^ of Cttfdd and Ptyche^ he meant to typify, after va- 
rious trials and probations, the final union of the soul of 
man to Divine Love in a state of immortality : although 
it must at the same time be confessed that he throws no 
small obscurity over his allegory, by substituting the per- 
son and attributes of Cupid the son of Venus, for those of 
the elder Cupid, bom of the egg of Night, and coeval with 
Chaos* 

The story runs through the fourth, fifth, and sixth 
books of the Romance of the Golden Ass^ and is told by 
an old woman to a captite lady in a cave of robbers. 



THIS charming Poem, of which two editions appear- 
ed within a short time in London, is, from its quarto 
size and its consequent high price, almost unknown to 
the lovers of Poetry in this country. The author has 
not given the Public the satisfaction of knowing the name 
ofsosweetm bard-^true merit is too often solicitous of ob- 
scurity. We -derive no. littie pleasure from the expecta- 
tion that by comprising this elegant production in a re- 
duced and less expensive form we may be enabled to 
make it known as generally as it merits American 

PUBLISBERS. 



CUPID AND PSYCHE. 



I. 

O STAY those tears ! the beldam cries^ 
111 dreams good fortunes oft foremilk 

Like clouds which skirt the morning skieS) 
But melt before the noon-day sun. . 



Chase from thy soul this idle grief, 
And let my words thine ear engage ; 

Thy fears perchance may find relief 
E'en from the garrukms tales of age. 



II. 
Once stately reign'd a king and queen^ 

As bards of other times have told» 
The happiest that were ever seen 

To flourish in the days ni oldw 

H 



Three daugM^rs bless'd their nuptial bed .; 

Two daughters exquisitely fair^ 
Who many a fond youth captive led. 

Made many a hapless youth despair. 



The youngesitp—but no tongue so warm^ 
Though matchless eloquence be given. 

May dare pourtray her finish'd form. 
Hie < prodigality of heaven !' 



Sayy to delight the wondering earth) 
Does she amongst us mortals roam, 

Who from the blue deep took her birth, 
Her nurture from the. sparkling foam ^ 



O'er her warm cheek's vermilion dye, 
Waves, lightly waves, her dark-'brown hair ; 

Br%ht as the winter star her eye, 
Yet peaceful as the summer air* 



No one to Paphos takes his wayv 
' Gnidosj Cythera, charm no more ; 
No thnmgS) wkh votive chaplets gay^ 
The immortal Venus now adore. 



Her temples all in ruin lie^ 

Her altars cold, to dust resigned, 

Her withering garlands flap, and fly, 
And rustle in the hollow wind.. 



Whilst on the mortal maid they shower 
The incense they to Aer should bring. 

And offer to this fidrer flower 
The £drest flow'rets of the spring. 



From isles a£u*, from distant lands, 
Unnumbered votaries press around, 

And view entranc'd, with folded hands, 
Celestial footsteps print the ground. 
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To her young girb their iviahes breathe. 
Commend the fond youth to her care ; 

Bind round her brows the rosy wreath» 
And sigh toiler the aident prayer. 



III. 
Parent of nature, nurse of joy, 

From whom the elements arise ; 
Thou to whom Ida's shepherd boy 

Rightly adju^d die golden price, 



OVsirvs! wiM thy better part, 
Immortal love, incline to spare ; 

Or female envy taint thy hetut. 
And plant the Fiend of Vengeance there ? 



Venus has called her winged child, 
And with malignant pleasure laugh'd, 

That boy who lawless, wicked, wild, 
At random aims the flaming shaft t 



^ 



Hiin> who all deeds of darkness cwnS) 
Who breaks so oft the nuptial tie. 

And) whilst his hickless victim groans 
On careless pinions flutters by.— « 



The dangerous Power, to Psyche's bowcfr 

She with vindictive fury led, 
And bade him tfius his vengeance shower 

On the detested virgin's head :-«* 



^Bj 2L mother's sacred name^ 
" By thine arrows tipp'd with flame^ 
** By the joys which often borrow 
" Of Oespcdr most bitter sorrow, 
^ Make thy parent's rival know 
^ Unimaginable w6e ! 
^ Maf her youths vAequalPdMooAl' 
^ Unie^idted'loveccAsume, 
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^ For some wretch of abject births 
^ Wandering outcast of the earth ; 
^ Be for him her fond heart torn, 
^ May e'en he her torments scorn, 
^ That all womankind may see 
" What it is to injure me. 
" Make thy parent's rival know, 
** Unimaginable woe I** 



Then kiss'd her son, and fleet as wind 
She seeks old Ocean's dark-green caves—* 

Her ivory feet vrith roses twin'd 
Brush lightly o'er the trembling waves. 



IV. 
Young PsTCHE still more beauteous grows, 

She seems unconscious of her charms ; 
Yet no one plucks this opening rose. 

She takes no suitor to her arms. 



\ 



Each sister shines a regal bride, 
In sweet connubial union blest ; 

Each moves conspicuous in the pride 
Of scepter'd state and ennin'd vest. 



But PsTCHE owns no lawful lord. 
She walks a goddess from above ; 

All saw, all prais'd and all ador'd, 
But no one ever dar'd to loTe.^ 



Yet half-form'd wishes still will ply 
With feverish dreams the unpractised mind, 

When * the clos'd eye unknowing why,* 
Its wonted slumbers fails to find. 



Though the blank heart no passion owns» 
Some soft ideas will intrude, 

And the sick ^1 in silence moans 
Her dull unvaried solitude 1 



f 
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V. 

Her &ther sees his darfing's grief, 
Suspects the jealous wrath of heiTen, 

Hopes from the Oracle retief. 
And asks the fate the Gods had given. 



^ On the mountain summit laid 

^ In her grave-clothes he the maid* 

^ Never shall thine eyes behold 

" Son-in-law of mortal mould ; 

" But a monster girt with wings^ 

** Fiercest of created things, 

" Scattermg flames his hours employing^s 

<< Heaven alike and earth annoying : 

** Him the dread decrees of fate 

" Destme for thy daughter's mate."' 



Graceful his silver tresses flow-— 
He does not rend his hoary hair,. 

He utters not the staiek of woe, 
Nor vents the curses of despair. 



He does not wring his aged hands. 
No tear drop fills his frozen eye ; 

But as a ststue fix'd he stsmds 
In speecfaiessy senseless agonjr 1 



VI. 

^TIs hard to force its better part 
From the distracted soul away i 

But heaven decrees^-^man's bursting heait 
In vain repinefr>->4i4B must obey t 



Now rose theunauspidous mom, 
Manning in clouds the lowering skies, 

When from her parents must be torn 
The victim of the Destinies. 



Loud wailings fill the troubled sdr, 
Cold tremors every heart assail, 

And the low murmurs of despair 
Ride^ullen on the hollow gale. 



\ 
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Onward the sad procession goes : 

Do wedding guests then creep so slow I 

Say) is it from tiie bridemaid flows 
The long and sable stole of woe I 



And who are they, who, rob'd in white, 
Their black funereal torches wave. 

Which shed around such pale blue light 
As issues from the dead man's grave ? 



They are the bridal train— yet mark, 
They carol loud with tuneful breath : 

'Tls not the song of marriage— -hark ! 
They slowly chant the dirge of Death. 



The mountain's utmost height they gain^ 
They pour the agonizing prayer ; 

For soon the melancholy train 
Must leave the sad devoted &ir. 



/ 
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Yet PsTCHE chides the tears that &U9 
E'en in her shroudo'ennasters fear, 

Wraps4x>und her beauteous limbs the pall, 
And dauntless mounts the bridal bier. 



VII. 

O Sleep ! sweet friend of humankind^ 
Whose magic chains all joy to wear, 

Who, soother of the afflicted mind, 
Strew'st roses on the bed of care ; 



'Twas thou, o'er Psyche's fluttering soul, 
Benignly shedd'st thine opiate charms ; 

Spell-bound she dwn'd thy mild controul, 
Soft cradled in thy downy arms : 



Till wafted on young Zephyr's wings 
To a fair vale's sequester'd bowers ; 

Who the unconscious maiden brings, 
And lays her on a couch of flowers. 



- n 
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VIII. 
She wake&— «nd to her glad survey 

Rise roimd her, high o'er-arching trees^ 
Whose branches gemtn'd with Ubssoms gay) 

Throw perfumes to the lingering breeze. 



Andy shaded from the noon-tide beam, 
There slowly, slowly curling rollM 

Its silvery waves a luc^it stream 
O'er sands of granulated gold. 



And in the centre of the wood. 
Not such as kings inhabit here, 

A vast andtower-flank'd palace stood, 
Nor such as mortal hands could rear. 



Of ivory was the fretted roof. 

On golden columns proudly raised, 

And silver carvings massy proof 
The walls of ebony emblazM. 



> ' 
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Round histMS wftfillM of fflantfAdft fiz'dy 
Thdr prismy rvfB profiiaely poiiiv 

And amethjflte irith emcndd* mui'd 
Inlay the tcaic i h t c d ioor. 



Willie thw tih« startled stmiger gnet^ 
Witiiia no eard^y form oonfinM) 

Vcicea, as dtttantmuflie ««eel) 
That floatft oponihe evening iMid : 



<< Lull to test thk canaelen leaf ; 
^ PsYQBK i thonart miadneBS here. 
^ Hai^y beyond Jnunantneanire^ 
^ Skke tiiy thiistmg lod m {ikniure ; 
'^ Slaves to thy majestic loveTf 
^ Air-fonn'd sprites around thee hovery 
^ Ever for thy bidding stay^ 
^ Instant thy conunands cbeyl** 
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And erethe lingering void is said, 
Quick as the lightning glance of thought, 

VTvth sumptuous &re the banquet's q»read, 
By her aerial servants brought 



And flute, and harp, and vdice to fill 
The choral harmony unite, 

And make each raptured nerve to thrill, 
And vibrate mth intense delight. 



SirifUy the happy hours taet fled ; 

For night invites her to repose^ 
And Oil the silk-embroidered bed 

Her vrearied £rame the virgin throws. 



Now darkness o'er the silent sphere 
Her raven-tinctured reign assumes— « 

She stops her breath, she chills to hear 
The rustling sound of waving jdumes. 



■J 
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All hush'd arouiid-«-no Mend beuder-* 
Her heart beats high with new alarms I 

The dreaded husband claims his bride^ 
And fdds her in his ei^r arms ! 



Yet while thick shades are o'er them spread^ 
(How hard ^at lovely couch to scorn !) 

Soft-gliding from the nuptial bed} 
He ffies before the golden morn* 



While viewless hasps incessant ring 
To greet her on her bridal day^ 

And viewless nunstrds gaily sing 
The Hym^ieal roundelay. 



And aye when Eveui grateful hour 
Sheds odours from her dewy wings^ 

The Unknowh seeks his mystic bower> 
And to tbe expectant fidr-one springs: 
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Jn frantk paaMon*ft giddy whirl 
Paaty quickly pasty his transient stay^ 

He still dudes the curious girl^ 
And steals unseeD, vaatdtf away ; 



Eiw fitmi the boaom of die Night 
Young twilight sc^ts the matin air^ 

And in her gray vest rises lights 

ft 

Spangled with gems her musky hur. 



IX. 
Though circlkig^er) the kughkighouiv 

In stiHrincreasing^ raptures rdl'd, 
Oft gleams tiie path besprent with fiowem 

With tints too clear^ too bright to hold ! 



Thus speaks the Iityisible, and sighsy 
And clasps her in his warm embrace^ 

While the large tear-drops from his eyes 
Fail frequent on her burning hot i 



V 
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^ Life of my beating heart \ o'er thee 
^ Impending danger scowls : beware ! 

<<.With anxious soul I shuddering see 
^ The cruel firtes their lures prepare.. 



^ Soon shall thy usters seek thee near^^ 
^ With loud lament and juercing wailf ' 

^ And thou each well known voice shalt heart. 
^ Borne fitful on the moaning gak. 



^ Then> though thy very soul will yearn 
^ Toludthy messengers convey 

*^ The wishM-for visitants ; O turn ! 
tt Turn from their pkunta thine ear away. 



^ If nature's feelings conquer stilly 

^ And thou must wayward tempt thy &tei 

^ Thou know'sty obedient to thy willy 

^ What mystic meniab round thee wait 

1% 
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^ Yeti asthoii'dBt Bhim etenud batef 
^ Or never<ea8ing miseiy dreadp 

^ Our darir mysterious unum veil 
* Id the deep sileace of the 



** For these the truths the Fates uniold : 
<< We in these bonrers may ever dweU^ 

^ If mortal eye shall ne'er behold 
^ This fimtt) nor tongue my secrets telL 



^ While from our glad embrace wfflris^ 
^ Pure from all taint of earthly leaveni 

^ An infimt inmate ofthe skiesi 
<( The fiorest of the host of hearen. 



** Then spare thyself, thy husband spare^ 
^ And spare thy child, as yet unborn ; 

^ Dash not the diark clouds of despw 
^ Upon the ruddy hues of mom.** 
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X. 

Gaily we launch our litde barki 
The sun-beams oo the waters play^ 

Whileclose behind the ravenous shark 
Expecting waits his destin'd prey. 



We sail along the whirlpod^s brinks 

Unl^eeding join the song of gleei 
But ah ! too late i^iast we shrinkf 

When whelm*d ben^th the treacherous sea» 



PsTCBB has heard the wanung strain— > 
Resistless wishes restless spiing) 

She slights the strain, and Inds her train 
Of swift-wing'd sprites her sbters bring« 



Her childhood's friends she joys to meeti 
No shade of danger here can find : 

Though mingled in communion sweet. 
They cannot sound the viewless* mind.^ 



A 
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Lock'din her ever-feithful breast} 
Her secret all ducoverf bravesi^^ 

Safe as the (Mient pearl will rest 
Beneath unfathmnable waves. 



^ And who is he whose natal star 

^ With siich uniivaU'd splendcnr siunesy 

* Whose couDdess stoves exceed so br, 
^ Alfr India's inexhausted mines I** 



* O ! lis a youth whose ruddy cheek 
tt Vies with the mom's vermilion dye^ 

** Or emidatca liie clouds that streak 
* With crimsei) tints the evening sky. 



* And mantled he in lively green 

^ Up the high mountain joys to go^^ 

* Or in the wild-wood chace is ae&k^ 

« The fcremoet iMi his silver b«w.** 
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Honewml die nsten now Fstuniy 
Their bosoms charg'd with deaifiy hatc^ 

And nith excessive envy buniy 
And curse their owd inferior &te. 



XI. 
Exuhing PsTCBK bids again 

The obedient sprites her sisters bear ; 
Borne by the ministering train. 

Again arriye the baleful pair. 



^ And who is he whose natal star 
« Wdi such unrivaird splendor shines, 

^ Whose countless stores exceed so far 
^ An India's inexhausted mines ?'* 



^ O ! he is one unbrdke by care, 
^ The rose of beauty lingers yet, 

^ Though here and there a hoary hair 
^ Gleams silvery 'midst his locks of jet. 
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^ Cease, ceaie those ftUesy*' swift replied 
One sister with unfeeling sconiy 

And ^ cease thy tales," the other cried, 
^ N<M* strive.to hide thy state forlorn.'' 



^ Still ever erring Crom the truth, 
" Thy childish tongue deceitful 

tt Thy husband neither glows with youth, 
<< Nor the gray honors boasts of man , 



^ He wean no human ferm-»we know 
^ Unerring are the words of heaven ; 

^ And of all humankind the foe 
^ Thee for a mate the gods have given. 



^ We know him well-^hen wherefore hide 
^ From thy dear sisters* love thy care, 

<< Nor to our kindred breasts confide 
^ The ills that thou art doom'd to bear ?" 
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' Then 88 they wipe the artfid teifff 
Lood on the pitymg Gods they caU^ 
Tin Booth'd by love^ m* tirg'd by fear, 
The'tremblii^ PsT^Bs tdls them^aD. 



^ We knew it well U-nay, do not start,*' 
The base malignant fiiry cried) 

^ We know, unhappy girl ! th6u art 
^ A vast and venom'd seipent's bride. ' 



^ We learnt it from the neighbouring hindS) 
^ Who eyery night his form survey, 

^ As through yon crystal stream he urinds 
^ In slimy folds hb sinuous iray. 



^* Or as at day4>reak he along 
^ In many a sjural volume trails, 

^ And vibrates quick his forky tongue, 
^ And glitters in his bumish'd scales. 
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^ Yes ! thougit mA hcsvcn's a«ni«nnn|MHts varm 
^ Thy toidinbomidleflBfaptiiresniiaiai) 

* SooHi ooil*d anmnd thy ajtoder Ibmii 
« HeUwiithkig cfivh tiby mmg^ Hmhs r 



Thus tile hywia spoiBi a»d 

Cold damjps en P»tchs% iordieiidstait. 
Her tmglmg'flefth with horror ctwj^ 

'the ]ife4)iood raidling in her hewt. 



jH ^aidy pale her beauleous cheeky 
She throws her nuxmstnidL gnse anmnd, 

Utters a ioMc^ fouherh^ «IMek» 
And senseless sii^ 19011 the ground. 



Thenm ^ome panh'd and witheiuig 
Reviving4ncks the eveniDg deur, 

ToUde <^i&8YiA»rabie power 
Of the neiidiBn sundew ; 
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1 « 

So» when the Uhknowv's distracted wife 
Recovers her unwdccnne breathy 

She only hails retumng Bfe 
To shudder at approaching death. 



XII. 

The usters stiU thetf schemes pursuC) 
Their vengeance npens in the bud^ 

And thus they urge her to embrue 
Her weak and inn'cent hands in blood. 



^ Cut thou the knot the Fates have tied, 
<' Nor let dismay thme efforts damp, 

^ But in the figur'd tap'stry hide, 
« To guide thy stroke, this fiathfifl lamp. 



^ And take this dagger keen and bright, 
^ And when his eyes are clos'din rest, 

^ Directed by the Mendly fight, 
** Deep plunge it in tiie monster^s breach.'* 
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Thou itnt'w^ Imlm yrfr > 4wOTi imik,hlk 

Whilst enyjtee^ GnA t^ v m m ttfmm§. mm 
Thy 80ul XD sweet itfjpiiyMmi^lri, 

Sty, ogmtta m i l wr tfai li^?«ft^i»? 



And canst thou spread thy muid^DOUs toil^ 
For him thy soul's best joy of late ? 

Ah me ! her sick^iing heart recoilS|. 
Disgi^Bted fronv her; ^{ei9ou.s mate^ 



xni. 

Her mantile o'ei^ Hiem PaitoasA tbrowi. 
On the V.i|j(yow4i-apftl»)gi)ar»oriep9r 
Who leaves his^^se 0|>e tp ps^o^th 
And qinki iiMv^tJui 9gw^^$ht9, 



Nowtrei)iliHi^{»,n(^distKa(;iU4^ liol4» 

And nfiw iinesptmte sbt s^m^; 
The blue lamp ^^pofim^m vk heir boldr 
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TheMMMH 
--And fMMi «ii*i^lOI> <W JddVX i 



Not sooii 8 fMDg ifti irafiK talM 

Aspods ft i g a^^ 
No» iio» sheimiVswi w«BMpuv« wwai 

Etemal boMtf vdTd in ma. 



Hb clieek's ii«nMii\i oMMiM ^ibW 
Ukt nUeb n. a ted ef ptiiri% 

And down hai« 
Til I liMtiiiiiw hwlMi Ml 



Soft as the cygaM iHTft lil iri^i # 
And as th« Miiq[; WMMkte Mi^ 
Each light elMtfc teliMft*«pifeigl» 

And dancii jn ite ial^r ^« 



28 



The pure and ntal itreamhe breathes. 
Makes e'en the lamp shine doubly bright. 

Which its gay flame enamoor'd wreathes^ 
And £^cams nith srinrillafing light.. 



There loosely strong that bow was hung. 
Whose twanging cord Inmiortals feari 

And on the floor hb quiyer flung. 
Lay stored with many an anow^ near. 



raspM in h^ sacrilegious hands,' 
She wkh the arrows pla/d and laugh' 
he crimson on her finger stands, 
She's wounded by the poiaon'd shaft I 



The red bloodiriots in her veins, 
Her feverish pulses wildly beat, 

Whilst every waken'd fibre strains 
And throbs with palpitating heat 



29 



Withejres, where sparidn^ rapture sronsy. 

She contemplates his sleeping graces 
Hangs fiandly o'er his well tum*d limbs> 

And joins to his her fendd &ce» 



But as her views iBtent to fbili 
Or as that form it longed to kiss* 

Drqpt from the lamp» the burning qO^ 
Aro|is'd himfixun liis dreupnuiof Ui 



Sudden bnid thunders shake the skies^ 
The enchanted palace sinks around^ 

And sanguine-streaming fires arise» 
Meteorous.fix)m the trembliog ground. 



And swift as when in iury hiu'Is 

Jove's red right arm the forky l^t. 

The wounded Godhead eddying whirls 
Into the heaven of heavens his flight. 



WPT: 
111 ?ipuwif]f*tiill|(lit'diinpmill<^d[if 

The hoBguid star*fiu)e8 pale twaf, 
Tbe hi^ peak of tibediataiit UB 

It gilded bf tbe gleams of daj. 



Ajid who is Ait aittncwl fiOr 
RecSnV be&ealli fOftspftadiDgfeirf 

Snob afelier e^fesy her daik' brown hair 
b peariy with the monung dew. 



Her spriagdf Bfenoiw aeemaloflag, 
In wilddeiiriom now Ac t avoa 

O} see! 'from that o^erjulting crag 
She plunges in th6 fimoing wnTes I 
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But he irhe o*f r tiie«troain preHdea 

. The frantic'giri*ln pitf bore» 
l^m^ dailing Uiroogh hia Ullowy tid^ 
In safety to theoppoaivg shoi«. 
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\^di violets blue) and camsHptk gayr, 
OM^BAiry hf Canna's «ide'reGlin*4» 
SuDg'intti7«'raitic roiindeby. 



Wfaile ivaoderiiig from his heedless eyes» 
Hb while goats cropt the npighhwiring brake» 

The God in *hi« unbshioiM firuise 
M^th no ungentle feelings spake : 



^Sweetg^! though rural is the air 
^ That 1 the king of shepherds wear, 
^ As assaj'd silver, tried, and sage, 
^ And prudent, are the words of age. 
«< Then liift, O listi sweet girl, tp me I 
^ By m J divining power I see, 
^ Both iron^ thy oftea^^i^eelng paae, 
^ And from lhv> Dale and 'haflssaid\fiK& 
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^ AAd from thy deq> and frequent aglit 
^ While grief hangs heavy on thine eye, 
<^ That all the ills thou*!! doomed to prove, 
'^ Are judgments of the Gon of LiOvb« 
^ Then lis^ O list, sweet girl, to me^ 
^ Seek not hy death thy soul to free, 
^ But cast thy cares, thy griefii away, 
* To CvpiD without ceaiung pray, 
^ And soon that soft luxurious boy 
^ Will tune anew thy mind to joy.^ 



XV. 

The shipman seeks hb native vales. 
He's come a&r from o'er the sea, 

He longs to tell his wond'rous tales 
Of dangers <» the stormy lee. 



Hell teff the Wonder-stirring tales 
To those dejar friends he left behind-— 

Ah me 1 within his native vales 
JSU siekening soul no friend can find 
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Thus PsTCHbf'to one sister goeS) 
That sister's vital spark is fled : 

To meet the other next she rose^ 
But she is numbered with thei dead* 



And she will seek her father^s state> 
And there her partots' blessings crave-^ 

Press'd by the heavy handof fate. 
They too rest peacefid in* the grave 1 



! 
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XVI. 
And now the milk-white Albatross, 

To Venvs who in Ocean laves 
Circled with Sea-nymphs, scuds across 

On oary wings the rippling vraves. 



" Great queen," the feathered chatterer said, 
^ Know'st thou not what thy hopeful son, 

^ Enamour'd of a worthless maid, 
^ Has in his amorous folly done I 
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^ No N]rmpli)W MoiO) ^hsf «ioi«% 
c< No Gra^ «> CoNm k kb iND% 

^ Hb love he «A« «k)M1 {NWiy 
^ And Frtcgg b^dw? iliwmil^i 



« And grotfrfiig MWUPltiriR iStyfiM, 

^ ift«igwdi fedltiHIttM he, 
«« For he too kte faM M tlte bmtt 



Venus then calk her do? e% and toon 
With quick step mounts her golden €ar> 

Arch'd inwards like the waning moon. 
And brilliant as the morning alar. 



Around her sparrows chirping play, 
. Exulting strain their little throats^ 
And all the warlders of the spray 
Pour sweetly their mellifluous notes. 



95 



Sbt cuts the douds, abe Aims the heaYeii,. 

Tin, rMchfdthe jpahcc of tiw «fc)F» 
Her ftnciiiil bdHBt it gjivea. 

To the wn^Ahtmid Mh»oi»^ 



^ Take thou this volume in thy hand, 

^ With F vio«&'s> histoiy madE^ aiMl |iaiiie> 
M Andthian ii» overjclimeand Imdy 
^ And every atnti aloud pioc1iiii» 



^^ If any man shall seize and bring 
<< The flying daughter of a ldng> 
^ Handmaid of Vbhus, or will tell 
^ Where Pyschb now conceal'd may dweli^ 
M Let hooL lo Murtia stra^^ht repaiTi 
^ Make the much wish'd discovery there^ 
^ And Cttherea, queen of charms, 

^ Sole sovereign of extatic blisses, 
^ Will clasp him in her gi^teful arms, 

^ And greet him with seven fervid' kisses !" 
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XVII. 
Now four long tedious moons are spent, 

She hears no tidings of her lord. 
Yet still her wandering steps are bent 

In search of him her soul ador'd. 



She pray'd at Ceres' com-^wreathM shrin^ 
And Juno's altar deck'd with flowers ; 

But sternly bound by pact divine. 
No succour lend the pitying powers. 



Till wearied with unnomber'd woes. 
And render'd valiant by despair, 

She to the Murtian temple goes^— 
Perchance her true love tarries there. 



O, turn thee&om the perilous way I 
Ah ! wherefore work thine own annoy ? 

Yon priestess, Custom, marks her prey, 
And eyes thee with malignant joy. 
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Instant she cm ln^ vk^ 96^00% 
She mockft the mami&^g pi^tyi^y 

Furious 1)^ sfitl^er^d h«pd ej^ingsy 
And.4o«Brt»er,]qrihiertQpinQg )^ir. 



Then bughing Vbm:us bids with speed, 
Her handmaids cm the pavement throw 

Of all the flowering plants the seed 
That in the.Hespeijwn gardens blow. 



And she nmat oach 9i99ort before 
The dewfall shall the d^pip grass stoqpj 

While sentry at the chaml^r .door 
Solicitvde; and $prrow keep. 



A little ant the mandate heard, 
The oppressive mandate with dts4^ t 

For e'en the we^est 'tis averr'd 
Will on the oppressor turn again. 
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And insect myriads nerer ceas*d 
Tbda* labors tiU the setting son, 

When Vevus, rising frcnh the feast, 
IVith wonder saw the hard task done. 



xvni. 

Now rose, in glory rose the mora, 
And Venus luds her captive go 

To yon &ir stream, whose currents, bonie 
In circling eddies, babbling flow. 



^ There graang the wild flock,'' she cried, 
^ With golden fleeces shalt thou see, 

^ Then from the bright ram^s idiaggy side^ 
^ The precious wool bring back to me.'* 



Trembling she goes^-^he gazes round,-^- 
Say whence that heavenly vdice proceeds, 

That like the soft flute's mellow sound 
Breathes sweetly through the whispering reeds i 
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< Fierce while glares the noon-day 8un> 
^ Thott the dread adventure shun, 
^ While the ram his rival scorns 
** Furious with his jutting horns ; 
** But beneath yon plane-tree's shade^ 
^ In concealment be thou laid, 
<< Till the eve-star, pale and fair, 
<< Glimmers through the mbty air ; 
^ Then in safety may'st thou pull 
^ From his fleece the golden wool.' 
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Tet though this labour she performs. 
No grace with Vbnus can she findi 

Her stony heart no pity warms, 
Another trial waits behind. 



XIX. 

« Down fixim that doud-capt mountain's brow, 
^ A never-ceasing cataract pours, 

^ Whose feathery surges dash below 
^ In thunder on the Stygian shores s 
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^ Thmt on the dangerous brink most standi 
^ And 1^ tfab goblet in the spring : 

^ Descending tiien with steady hand 
^ The biaek tranapareni crTstd bring/' 



Nimbly the mountain steep sheM cfimb^ 
But thence impervious rocks arise, 

Whose awfiil foreheads itoym sublime, 
And lift their bold crags to the skies. 



While horrid voices hovirl around, 

« Fly ! swiftly fly !"-^< Forbear,/orbear l" 
Vast stones, vrith heart-appalling, ^ciund] 

Are hurl'd into the groamng air. 
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And on the right, ancf on the left. 
Four ever-watchful dragons fly. 

Flame-breathing through each dizzy cleft, 
Their long and flexile necks they pty. 



Though beautjr'a queeh Ao ]»ty feeli. 
The bfdd nipacious Unl of Jotb 

His Biiccour to the afBicted deds. 
In rcTereocc to the God of Love. 



He sees her blasted hopes ext»re» 
He leares the liquid fields of l^t, 

And whirling round in many a gyi« 
Majesdc wings his ra^ ffigbt. 



High o'er the dragwu s 

Ul 
And 

Tl 



Haw to the gratefiil maid he brings 
The sparkfing waters bright and dear, 

Then spreads again his ample IringB) 
And soaring quits this aether sphere. 
I. 2 
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XX. 

beftoty 



Sure Mercy must her bright beams dart, 
And piercing through those hills of suow^ 
Melt e'en the adamantine heart ! 



Ah no ! by Venus* stern command 
Psyche to Prosperine is sped ; 

Shivering she seeks the dreai^ land] 
The sun-less mansions of the dead* 



the uiK>pen'd casl^et she muatbring. 

Whose weak and fragUe sides entomb 
From beauty 's uncreated spring 

The essenceof eternal Uoom. 



Fearfvd and sad she joumey'd on. 

While silence rul'd the midnight hour^ 

To where the unsteady moon-beam shone 
Reflec t ed from a rum'd tower. 
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And thence she heard these warning notes* 
CaroU'd as clear as clear might be^ 

Sweet as the mermaid's lay that floats 
Melodious on the charmed sea. 



" Sunk her spirit, whelm'd in woe, 

" Does the royal captive go ? 

^ Does her heart, oppress'd with dreads 

^ Shudder to approach the dead ^ 

" Where the cavern yawns around, 

^ Enter there the dark profound : 

<< Soon thy path a crippled asSf 

^^ By a cripple led, shall pass, 

'< Fainting they beneath their task-- 

^ He assistance dft will ask, 

<' But in these infernal lands 

^ Touch not with unhallow'd hands, 

" Cautious thou, without delay 

" Onward, onward, speed thy way ! 

^ In old Charon's creaking boat, 

^ O'er the dead stream thou must float ; 
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^ There Ae livid const ^ou]*t see 

^ Stretch his blue-swobi hand tothee^ 

^ Frown thou on his sidt severe, 

^ Mercy were destruction here ! 

<< See ttiose crones that on the left 

^ Weave the many-colouPd weft, 

^ See theni) how they tlds way wend 

^ Asking thee thy aid to lend, 

^< But in these mfemal lands 

^ Touch not with unhallow'd hands, 

^ Cautious thou, without delay 

^ Onward, onward, speed thy way 1 

^ Dipt the sop in Hydromel 

^ Charm the three-neck'd dog of Hell ^ 

^ Then from her imperial seat 

^ Thee the shadowy queen shall greet, 

^ Shall for thee the feast prepare^— 

^ Thou that feast refuse to share, 

^ But upon the pavement spread 

^ Take the black and mouldy bread^- 

^ By the queen soon set at large, 

^ Back now bear thy precious charge : 

*^ Over ail, thy curious mind 

^ In the chsdns of prudence Inndi 
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<< Nor the strict command infiiDge^ 
'< Mo^e not thou the golden hinge ! 
^ Giadsome then mthout delay 
^ Onward, onvtfrd speed thy imy l'^ 



She has seen the secrets of the deep) 
And through o'er*wheIniing horrors past. 

How her recovering pulses kap^ 
To hail the day-star's gleams at last ! 



<< Do I then bear eternal bloom 
^ AkHie to make ncy tyrant shine? 

^ Say rather let its tintft illame 
'^ These wan and woe*wom cheeks of nunc ; 



<( Whilst I will revel in the rays 
^ Of beanty in the caricet hid ;**-« 

Alas ! no beam of beauty plays 
DeUghtful from the ttfted lid I 
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But from the empty casket sprang 
Of Stygian fisgs the halefol breath, 

And heavy o'er her Uanch'd £rame hang 
The damp unwholeBOiiie dews of Dxath, 



XXII. 
The fields of nature to deform 

Not always drives the forions blast. 
And shaU misfortune's moral storm 

'Gainst meek endurance ever last ? 



No, though unnumbered iHs assail, 

Though man behold no succour nigh, 
Though with the frailest of the frail, 

tempt the prying, eye ; 



Yet, if the germ of virtue live. 

Let constant faith her sufferings brave ; 
Goodness is powerful to forgive. 

And Heaven omnipotent to save. 
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CvnOf irith downcast, humbled rtaea, 
Has to the Thunderer breath'd his care^ 

The Almiobtt Father smil'd serene, 
iUid granted his adorer's prayer. 



Mofw flies he joyfol to her aid. 
He gently raisM her felling heady 

With his bright arrow tondiM the maidi 
And rous'd her from her cheeriess bed. 



He animates anew her charms^ 

Warm o'er her breathes the light of love. 
Then bears her in his circfing arms, 

And stands before the throne of Jote. 



But mi the Sovereign of the skies 
What fleshly optics dare to gaze ? 

And Psyche with averted eyes 
Shrinks trembling from;th' excessive blaze : 
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"nil HwB nuoig taher lips 

The aoilHOMal Goblet £wlkiiiig bigl^ 
Wrapt in extatic tcaoce she sipe 

ThefouOtitf bfllOBTAUTT I 



Putpled ivith roses dance tke HoueS) 
The GvAOBs scalteriog odours play^ 

And cioim'd ^irith never-fiiduig flowers 
Tbe Musks byoui the jocund lay. 



And onwards up the ethmial arch 
Glad Hjmsn leads th^ festive train, 

As o'er the rainbow's hues they march) 
And links them in his golden chain. 



While soon to bless the fidthfid pair ; 

With eye of laughter, soul of flame, 
Burst into life a daughter fidr, 

And PLEASURE was theinfimt's name. 
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ODES, 

CHXBfLT FROM 

THE NORSE TONGUE, 

BY 

THOMAS JAMES MATHIAS, ESQUIRE,* 



* Tliifl {^enUeman is the reputed author of that celebrated pio<i 
ductLoDj *' The Pursuits of Literature.^ 



ODES 



CHlKf LT VBOM 



THE NORSE TONGUE. 



The two first Odes are taken from the Treatise of Bar- 
tholiaus OD the Causes of the Contempt of Death among 
the Danes.* 

For an account of this m^hology, the Northern Anti- 
quities of Mr. Mallet, translated in two volumes dvo. 
may be consulted with advantage. 



* BarthoL De Cauns Contemptae Mortis apud Danes. 

L. 2. C. 14. 



ODE I. 
THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS; 

OR) 

THE DESTRUCTION OF THE 
WOBLD. 



U.3 



^ 



ARGUMENT. 

The Twilight of the Gods, in the Northern Mytho-' 
logy^ i& that period when Lok, the evil Being, shall 
break his confinement; the human race, the stars, and 
the sun shall disappear ; die earth sink in the seas, and 
fire consume the skies ; even Odin himself and all his 
Idndred Gods, shall perish. 

The following Ode contains a description of the events 
which, aMK>rding to this dark mythology, will pre- 
cede the destruction of the world. 






ODE I. 



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS, 



From the chambers of the East» 
In robes of terror grimlj drest> 
Ymir* hath his course begun. 
Rival of th* unwearied Sun. 
N0W9 in many a glist'ring wreath, 
Above, around, and underneath. 
The serpent dread, of dateless birth^ 
Girds the devoted globe of eardi ; 
And, as charmed by pow'rfol spell, 
Ocean heaves with furious swell : 
While the vessel'sf floating pride 
Stems duration's rounding tide. 



* From Ymir were descended all the families of the gi^ 

t In the poeti7 of the Norths theearth iss^kd, ^'Thevessd 
AmX flotti 00 ages." 



Tnce again tbe xdemti rhjme i 
From Orient's cTcr-tecming clime 
I see them come,* an evil racct 
Bold in hear^ and stem in &ce : 
In turbulent taray they sweep* 
Beneadi them groans the bttfthoi'd deep 
Rercc they rush, yet aU obey 
Monarch Lok'a remstless sway. 
Gaunt and ' Ij 

Mark the w 
WUhhimi 

Panting fiu' : 

Is Beliep's brother left behind ? 
No :— be 8ies on wings of wind. 



Ask ye what b done above { 
No more in halls of joy and lore, 
Tbe lavour'd ^est», proAise of soul, 
Drain the skull ornectar'd bowl : 



■ TheHuipeffi, asartoTGtrii. 
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What Genii shake that nod^g frame ? 
These are deeds without a name. 
Struck with elemental jar^ 
GodB themselves come forth to war : 
From their adamantine dome. 
Giant tenants loosen'd roam> 
And around each rock-hewn cell 
With heaving groan, or fearful yeH, 
Declare what uncontrolled pow'r 
Presiding rules the mortal hour. 
These no acts of joy and love : 
Know ye now what's done above ? 



From the regions of the South 
Surtur* bursts with fiery mouth : 
High o'er yonder black'ning shade 
Gleams the hallow'd sun-bright blade. 
Which, in star-bespangled field, 
Warrior Gods encountering wield. 



* l*he prince of the Genii of fire. 



From the red celesdal store 

Afinisten of niio pour ; 

Cavema yawning, mountains rtt^Ag t 

ConscKHU ot the &tc is^ieD^ng, 

Tdraail's prc^etic aab 

Nods to the air with suddetvcmb. 

Monstrous female forms advancct 

Stride the steed, and couch (Jw Imce ; 

Armed heroc 

HaitiDgersoJ 

Aiidsee,&oii ivna, 

That concave 



Why does beauteous Lioa veep ? 
Whence those Ion notes in accent deep ! 
A day of war !— prepare, prepare: 
Al<^ in distant realms of air, 
Mark the murd'rous monsterj stalk. 
In piintless majesty of walk. 



■ The Goddess of death. 

t Feniit, by whom Odin was slsiu. 
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Odin fearless meets the shock) 
The towers of heaven around him rock 
Though armM m panoply divine^ 
He yields^ and owns the &ted ugn ; 
To the mansions drear he turns : 
In vain the beauteous lina moums. 



Glowing vnth paternal 'fir«9 
Generous rage and fierce desire^ 
See Odin's off^>ring9^ Vidar bold. 
His sanguine course un&k*ring hold. 
In vain 'gainst him, in fell accord^ 
Giant forms uplift the sword ; 
He locks his foe in iron sleep) 
And stamps the filial vengeance deep. 



Signs abroad portentous low*r ; 
*Tis desolation's £Eited hour. 
From the cavern deep and dank, 
Bonds that burst, and chains that clank, 
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Prachim the gridy form caidne* 

LoosenMfromhia long confine. 

Fiery shapes the aether wing ; ^ 

Surtur callsy they know their king ; 

Dark encircling clouds absorb 

The lustre of Hght*s central od) ; 

Conscious stars no more* dispense 

Their gently beaming influence ; 

But bursting from |h<fr„ shaken sphere^ 

Unsubstantial disappear. ^ 

No more this pensile mundane ball 

Rolb through the wide aerial hall ; 

Ingulphed sinks the vast machine. 

Who shall say^ the things have been i 



* G«tmsiX.»uJSdda. 



. • 



ODE II. 

« 

THE RENOVATION OF THE WORLD, 



AVO 



w > 

FUTURE RETRIBUTION. 



-'1 



ARGUMENT. 

The Gods (or Dsmopes) meet on the tO|p of mount Inda, 

and sing the i(4Ioiapg jurophetic song of triumph. 



I 



I 



ODE II. 



THE RENOVATION OF THE WORLD, 



Now the spirit's plastic mighty 
Brooding o*er the formless deep^ 
O'er thedusk abysm ^ lughj^. 
Bids creation cease to sleep ! 



Instant fixym the riyen main 
Starts the renovated Earth ; 
Pine-dad mountain, shaded plain; 
See, 'tis Nature's second birth ! 



Gods on Inda spread the board ; 
Such was the supreme decree ; 
Swell the strains in iull accordy 
Strains of holiest harmony ! 



* 
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^ High the sparkUng beverage pour^s 
^ Be the song with horror fraught ; 
^VLtAX the conaecxBted hour 
<< Lifts the soul to sokmn thought. 



it > 



M Odba first inspires the Vtfse) 
** Gov^d by the iSeleBHess &ng ; 
« Jgther felt die coi^ct fierce, 
^ Dying groan> and parting pang. 



» Where Is now h$s vaunted might ? 
^ Where the terror of his eye? 
^ Fkd kit aye from scenes of %ht : 
^ Poor the sparkling beverage high. 



^ Lo ! they fleet in radiant roundi 
•* Years of plenty, years of joy : 
^ Sorrow's place no more is found, 
*^ Cares that vex^ or sweete that ck>y. 
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^ From the kindly teeming soil^ 
*^ RipenM harvests wave unsown ; 
^ Wherefore needs the peasant's toil ? 
^ Nature works, and works akme^ *. . 



^ Ask ye^ whose the scepterM sway ? 
" Tis to lordly Balder given : 
" Mark him there, in bright sdrsEf^ 
^ Stalking through the balls of heavei\^ 



^ Hoder holds united reign ; 

** Latest times their strength shall prove^ 

^ Monarchs of the bleak domain. 

<^ Know ye now what's done above I 



^ Is it blest dehu^n's hour ? 

^ Rolls mine eye in frenzied trance ? 

^ Beams of glory round me shower ; 

^ Troops of radiant forms advance. 

N 2 
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^ Founded on tbiiC^fia«8(eit focki 
^ Riabg view the do»e of goldi 
tf Flx'd seems from viMry«hofik: 
« There thegoody and ttoe ^e boUI. 



tf High in twM of trovdbkd »i> 
<< Justice waves her «vfii|l sword : 
^ Vice appaO'd* ^th hideous atare^ 
<< ShriDk% ere apokf thi^ fjooming wiMrd* 



« In Nastitmda'snorth^m pIaio» 
« Hark» tk' iovenpni'd poitab ope : 
^ Resiute there ia none of paii|» 
^ Cheerless ally Wiitfiout a hs^ 



'( Dog-ey'd Lust, Adutt'f>E fi»d» 
<< Murder redmth uany a ataiiii 
^ At the &tBLl eatvanoe soowli 
^ Bound in adamanti&e chaia. 



. 6/ 



^ Know ye what is done above f 
^ Koow ye now the deeds of night ?•* 
They spoke : the fisast of joy and love 
Glow'd'on Inda's glistering he%ht 



4 



9 
4 
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ODE m. 



DIALOGUE 



AT 



THE TOMB OF ARGANTYR. 



ARGUMENT. 

Herror repaks to the tomb of her &ther Argantyr, at 
^ ^ the dead of nighty and inY<^ea his sjarit to deliver up 
( . the magiGal swwd Trifingusy vhich was buried with 

him. 



iS^^i^ 



ODEin. 
DIALOGUE 

AT 

THE TOMB OF ARGANTYR- 

Hervcr, 
Tbt daughter caDs ; Argantyr, break 
The bonds (^ death ; she calls, awake. 
Reach me forth the tempered blade^ 
Beneath thy marble pillow laid ; 
Which once a scepter'd waiajor bore^ 
Forg'd by dwarfii* in years of yore. 
Where are the sons of Angrim fled ? 
Mingled with the valiant dead. 
From linder twisted roots of oak^ 
Blasted by the thunder's stroke^ 
Arise, arise, ye men of blood, 
Ye who prepared the Vulture's food ; 
GivCf me the sword, and studded belt ; 
Armies whole their fiu'pe have fe|t: 



\ Dwaifi^ or Kari, we Cydoptin the Kordieni aenwi 
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Or grant my pray V, or mould'ring rot. 
Your name^ your deeds alike forgot 
ArgantyTi rouse thee Irom-thy rest ; 
Hear, and grant my firm request. 

Daughter) I hear the magic sound 
M utter'd o'er this sacied ground : 
Why call'tft thou thus ? What dire intent 
Is within thy hosom pent ?' 
No friendly hand, no parent, ga?e 
My bones to rest in hallowed ya?e ; 
To me no solemn rite was paid ; 
Here by barbaric hands convey'dy 
In this manmn cdd, f<nrlom, 
My gloomy ghost shall ever mourau 
Think not by unceasing pray'r. 
Hence the chaifbed sword to bear ; 
For know above) in realms of light* 
Trifii^gus is anotbur's right 

V 

Jffervor. 
Ha ! my Sire, what words accurst 
Have from the lip of falsehood burst ? 
Thou know'st, with thee ip darkness laid. 
Sleeps the co n se c r a ted blade : 
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Yield it, 'tis th* Appointed hour. 
Or dread avenging Odin's pow'r. 

Argantyr. ^ 

"^^th awe xny words prophetic hear ; 
Hervor, 'tis for thee I fisaf : 
The fiites have seaTd thy ofispriilg's docaa 
Trifingus brings them to the tomb. 

Hervor, 
Talk not to me of future ^imes : 
I swear, by force of magic rhymes^ 
Repose the dead shall know no more, 
Till thou the gifted sword restore. 

Jlrgantyr. 
Maid, thy warlike soul I bless. 
Who rov'stby night in armed dress. 
With spell-wrought helmet, iron proof, 
And garments wove in mystic woof i 
Who dar'st in thriOii^ accents call 
The dead irom their sepiychral haU. 

Hervor, 
No more this idle converse hold ; 
Once \ thought thy spirit bold : 
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Give me forth the radiant brand ; 
Hear J and granfsny just demand. 
Yield it, 'tis th* appointed hour, 
Or dread avenging Odin's pow'r. 

Here widdn the fiited sheath} 
Hiahnar's ruin lies beneath, 
Wrapt in its own terrific Same ; 
What maid but trembles at the name ? 

Eervoir, 
I trendde not— the flame though bright^ 
Is but ineffectual light, 
That plays around the buried corse, 
With meteor glare devoid of force ; 
1% grasp the sword in terror drest, 
And give thy gloomy spirit rest. 

Argantyr, 
Rash virgin, to thy pray'r I yield ; 
Lo! Trifingus stands reveaPd,* 
Blaiing like the noon day sun ! 
King of men, *tis nobly done : 



^ * Heft the sword is ddivered to Hervor from the tomb- 

\ 
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Herwor, 
This blade with rapturous joy I own, 
A greater gift than Norway's throne. 

Argantyr. 
Fcmdy exulting daughter, know, 
These transports work thee lasting woe ; 
By the dread sword ('tis thus decreed) 
Thy sons, e'en Hydreck's self, shall bleed. 

/must to my ships repair ^ 
Battle is the warrior's^ carje. 
If in the purple fount of life 
They steep the steel in mortal strife ; 
By no ignoble stroke they fall. 
And sink with joy to Odin's hall. 

Arganpyr* 
Hie thee hence from death's domain, 
With rev'rence keep Ifiataar's bane ; 
Thou art of a race divine. 
Take the gift the gods assign. 






* 

V 



Ift 



Never shall Trifingus sleep, 
But move with dcsolatii^ sweep ; 
Nerer four invade mj bresstt 
Kor djing bodb 1117 peace molest ; 
Ubf Trifing||a' stn^ they Ml, 
Th^ Bnk with joy to O^'s hall. 

drganiyr. 

with BuOen moan, 

eneath thee groan: 

■1 might, 

Id, aad dare the ^ht i 
Angrim's portira'd wealth is thine ; 
Take the gift the gods asugn. 

Mervor. 
Now, intheaileiiccof the tomb, 
Dwell tin^sturti'd tin final doom : 
1 must tread my dcatio'd raed| 
Aitdqiecdme from tbil drear abode : 
For Itere, as still my steps I tum. 
Flaky fire* around me bora. 



BATTLE.* 

Who the deeds of war shall ung ? — 
FiDgal struck Ae deep'ton'd stqpgt 
Vatour's noblest) best reward, 
I%gal chie^ and Fingal bard. 

Mark exulting heroes timing, 
Stamo bold, andTrenmor strong-; 
See the force of Gaul advance ; 
Fergus lifts the glittering lance ; 
Lowering there each warrior shield, 
LJlce darken'd moon in starry field- 
Hark ! they join ('twas Swaran'a word) 
Man toman, andsword to sword ; 
Groans of dying armies fill 
The deepcn'd vale, the loAy hill, 
As the whiriwind'a rapid might 
Breaks the dl«ice of the night : 
While pouring o'er the sttdned ground, 
Sanguine torr«ita smoke around. 



* The images tckcted fiom the wotka attributed to Otsiaa 



ik 



78 



What spirit that, whfeh mounts the blast ^ 
His fonn with sorrow's clouds o'ercast, 
His &ded hue, snd sullen state. 
Speak the messenger of fate. 

As the oceioi's troubled roar. 
When surges sweep the whitening shore ; 
As on Morven's stormy brow 
Thousand blasts in conflict blow ; 
As the thunder's rattling march. 
Rending heav'n's affrighted arch ; 
O'er th' embattled crimson heath 
Hurtles to the voice of Death. 



-^ 
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ODE V. 

TUDOR-* 

Fill the horn of glossy blue, 
Ocean's bright cerulean hue ; 
Briskly quaff the fiav'rous mead, 
*Tis a day to joy decreed. 
High the fame of Tudot's birth, 
Valour his, and cons^ous wordi. 

Have you seen, the virgin snow. 
That tops old Aran's peering brow ; 
Or lucid web, by insect spun, 
Purpureal gleam in summer sun ? 
With such, yet far diviner light, 
Malvina hits the dazzled sight ; 
Such the reward, can Tudor's breast 
Dare to court ignoble rest ? 

From the cliff sublime and hoary 

» 

See descending martial glory ; 



* See Mr. Evaiw't ^lecimens of the Welsh bards. 
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Armed boids aloft uprear 
Crimacm banner^ crimson spear ; 
V^odotia*s ancient boast 
Meets the pride of London's host ; 
On they move with step serene^ 
And formadreadly pleaaiiig scene* 

Heard you that terrific clang ? 
Thro* the pathless void it rang : 
Th* expecting rayen screams afar^ 
And snuffs the reeking spoils of war. 

Have you e'er on barren strand, 
Ta*en your solitary standi 
And seen the whirlwind's spirit speed 
O'er the dark green billowy bed ? 
Gtowing in the thickest fightf 
Such resistless Tudor's mi^^t. 



ri. 









O D E VI. 

AN INCANTATION, 

VOUNDBD OH THR 

NORTHERN MYTHOLOGY. 

HeaR) ye Rulers of the North, 
Spirits of exalted worth I 
By the silence of the night, 
By subtle magic's secret rite ; 
ByPeolphan, murky King, 
Master of th' enchanted ring ; 
By all and each of hell's grim host. 
Howling demon, tortured ghost ; 
By each spell and potent word. 
Burst from lips of Glauron's Lord ; 
By Coronzon's awful jwwer ; 
By the dread and solemn hour. 
When Gual fierce, and Damael strong. 
Stride the blast that roars along ; 
Or in fell descending swoop, 
Bid the furious spirit stoop 
O'er desolation's gloomy plsdn. 
Haunt of warriors, battle slain. 






• 
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Now the world In sleep is laidy 
Tbobbioroa calls your aid. 

Mark the sable feline coaty 
Spotted girdle, TeWet-wrooght ; 
Mark the skin of glistening snake, 
Sleeping seized in forest brake, 
And the chrystal radiant stcme, 
On which day's Soverdgn never shone ; 
Mark the cross, in mystic round, 
Meetly o'er the sandal bound, 
And the symbols grav'd thereon. 
Holiest Tetragrammaton ! 
Now while midnight torches gleam, 
(Rivals of the moon's pale beam. 
On ocean's unfrequented shore 
Some moss-grown ruin silvering o'er,) 
I scatter round this charmed room, 
The fragrance of the myrrh's perfume ; 
And bending o'er this consecrated sword. 
Confirm each murmur'd spell, each inly thrilling 
word. 
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